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I T was a real dcfire to do good amongſt a very large and 
uſeful body of people, that give rife to this little piece. 
The author thought the ſtage, where the bad might be dif- 
grac'd, and the good rewarded, the moſt ready and cſletual 
method for this purpoſe: and, as he never wrote before in 
the dramatic way, and was vowilling to be known he was 
happy in recommending the performance, by the aſſiſtance 
of a Friend, to the care and judgement of Mr. GARRICX. 


Nov. 5, 1759 
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BELOW STAIRS. 


* J. 
SCENE, An Apartment in Fxzemax's Houſe. 


FrEEMAN and LoveL, entering. 


FREEMAN. 


A Country boy! ha, ha, ha. How long has this ſcheme 
been in your head ? 

Level. Some time am now convinc'd of what you have 
often been hinting to me, that I am confoundedly cheated 
by my ſervants. 

Free. Oh! are you fatisfied at laſt, Mr. Lovel? I always 
told you, that there is not a worſe ſet of fervants in the pa- 
riſh of St Fames's, than in your kitchen. | 

Lovel. Tis with ſome difficulty I believe it now, Mr. Free 
man ; tho', I muſt own, my expences often make me ſtare 
—Philip, 1 am jure, is an honeſt fellow; and I will ſwear 
for my blacks If there is a rogue among my folks, it is 
that ſurly dog Tom. 

Free. You are miſtaken in every one. Philip is an hypo- 
critical raſcal; Tom has a good deal of ſurly honeſty about 
him: and for your blacks, they are as bad as your whites. 

Lovel. Prithee, Freeman, how came you to be ſo well ac- 

uainted with my people ? None of the wenches are hand- 
ome enough to move the affections of a middle-aged gentle- 
man, as you are. Ha, ha, ha. . 

Free. You are a young man, Mr. Lovel, and take a pride 
in a number of idle, unneceſſary ſervants, who are the plague 
and reproach of this kingdom. 

Lyovel. Charles, you are an old-faſhioned fellow. Scrvants 
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a plague and reproach ! ha, ha, ha. I would have forty 
more, if my houſe would hold them. Why, man, in Ja- 
maica, before I was ten years old, I had a hundred blacks 
kiſſing my feet every day. 

Free. You gentry of the weſtern iſles are high mettled ones, 
and love pomp and parade—1 have ſcen it delight your ſoul, 
when the people in the ſtreet have ſtared at your equipage; 
eſpecially if they whiſpered loud enough to be heard, ** That 
«* 15 ſquire Love), the great We/t-India.” Ha, ha, ha. 

Lovel. I ſhould be very ſorry if we were as ſplenetic as 
you northern iſlanders, who are devoured with melancholy 
and fog. Ha, ha, ha! No, fir, we are chijdren of the ſun, 
and are born to diffuſe the bounteous favour which our no- 
ble parcut is pleaſed to beſtow on us 

Free. I with you had more of your noble parent's regula- 
rity, and leſs ot his fire. As it is, you conſume ſo faſt, that 
not one in twenty ot you live to be fifty years old. 

Lovel. But in that fifty we live two hundred, my dear; 
mark that—But to buſineſs I am reſolv'd upon my fro- 
lick——]1 will know whether my ſervants are rogues or not. 
If they are, III baſtinado the raſcals; if not, I think I ought 
to pay for my impertinence.— Pray tell me; is not your Kc- 
bert acquainted with my people? perhaps he may give a little 
light into the thing. | 

Free. To tell you the truth, Mr. Love!, your ſervants are 

ſo abandoned, * an: have forhid him your houſe How- 
ever, if you have a mind to aſk him any queſtion, ke thall be 
torthcoming. 
Level. Let us have him. 
Free. You ſhall; but it is an hundred to one if you get 
any thing out of him; for, though he is a very honeſt fellow, 
et he is ſo much of a ſervant, that he never tell any thing 


to the diſadvantage of another M ho waits? [ Enter ſervant. ] 


Send Robert to me [Exit ſervant.) And what was it de- 
termin'd you upon this project at laſt ? 

Level, This letter. It is an anonymous one, and ſo ought 
not to be regarded; but it has ſomething honeſt in it, and 
put me upon ſatisfying my curioſity —Read it. [Gives the 
letter. 

Free. I ſhould know ſomething of this hand—{ Reads. 


« To Peregrine Lovel, E/q ; 


% Pleaſe your honour, 
e take the liberty to acquaint your honour, that you are 
c ſadly cheated by your ſervants, —Your honor will nad it 
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* as I ſay.——T am not willing to be known, whereof, if I 
am, it may bring one into trouble. 
„ So no more, from your honour's 
« Servant to command.“ 


—Odd and honeſt! Well—and now what are the ſteps you 
intend to take ?—{ Returns the letter. | 

Lovel. T ſhall immediately apply to my friend the mana- 
ger for a diſguiſe—under the form of a gawky country boy, 
1 will be an eye-witneſs of my ſervants behaviour—you muſt 
aſſiſt me, Mr. Freeman. 

Free. As how? Mr. Lovel. 

Lovel. My plan is this! gave it out, that I was going 
to my borough in Devonſbire, and yeſterday ſet out with a 
ſervant in great form, and lay at Baſing tote. 

Free, Well? 

Lovel. I ordered the fellow to make the beſt of his way 
down into the country, and told him that I would follow 
him ; inſtead of that, I turn'd back, and am juſt come to 
town : Ecce fignum !————| Points to his boots. 

Free: It is now one o'clock. h 

Lovel. This very afternoon I ſhall pay my people a viſit, 

Free, How will you get in ? 

Lovel. When I am properly habited, you ſhall get me in- 
troduc'd to Philip as one of your tenants ſons, who wants to 
be made a good ſervant of. 

Free. They will certainly diſcover you. 

Lovel. Never fear; [I'll be ſo countrify'd, that you ſhall 
not know me.—As they are thoroughly perſuaded I am many 
miles off, they'll be more eaſily impoſed on. Ten to one 
but they begin to celebrate my departure with a drinking 
bout, if they are what you deſcribe them 

Free. Shall you be able to play your part ? 

Lovel. I am ſurpriz'd, Mr Freeman, that you, who have 


known me from my infancy, ſhould not remember my abili- 


tics in that way. But you old fellows have ſhort memories, 

Free. What ſhould I remember. 

Lovel. How I play'd Daniel in the Conſcious lovers at ſchool, 
and afterwards arriv'd at- the diſtinguiſh'd character of the 
mighty Mr. Scrub. [ Mimicking. 

Free Ha, ha, ha! That is very well, -Enough.—here 
is Robert. 


Enter RoBERT. 
Your honour ordered me to wait on you. 
Free, I did, Robert. No 
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Rob. Sir 

Free. Come here you know, Robert, 1 have a good opi- 
nion of your integrity | 

Rob. I have always endeavoured that your honour ſhould. 

Free. Pray, have not you ſome acquaintance among Mr, 
Lovel's people? 

Rob. A little, pleaſe your honour. 

Free. How do they behave ?— We have nobody but friends 
vou t may ſpeak out, 

Lovel. Ay, Robert, ſpeak out. 

Rob. 1 hope your honours will not inſiſt on my ſaying any 
thing in an affair of this kind. 

Lovel. Oh, but we do infiſt—If you know any thing. 

Rab. Sir, I am but a ſervant mytelf, and it would not be- 
come me to ſpeak ill of a brother ſervant 

Free. Pſha ! This is falſe honeſty—ſpecak out. 

Rob. Don't oblige me, good ftr,—Contider, tir, a ſervant's 
bread depends upon his carackter, 

Lovel. But if a ſervant uſes me ill 

Rob. Alas! Sir, what is one man's poiſon is another man's 
meat. 

Free. You ſee how they trim for one another. 

Rob. Service, fir, is no inheritance.—A ſervant that is not 
approv'd in one place, may give ſatisfaction in another. E- 
very body muſt live, your honour. 

Lovel, Robert, I like your heartinefs, as well as your cau- 
tion; but in my caſe, it is neceſſary that 1 ſhould know the 
truth, 

Rob, The truth, ſir, is not to be ſpoken at all times; it 
may bring one into trouble, whereof if: 

Free. (Mufing.) ** Whereof if — Pray, Mr. Lovel, let 
me ſee that letter again | Lovel gives the lctter.]J—Aye—It muſt 
be ſo—Rehert ? 

Rob. Sir. 

Free. Do you know any thing of this letter ? 

Rob. Letter, your honour ? 

Free. Yes, letter? 

Rob. I have ſeen the hand before. 

Lovel. He bluſhes ! 

Free. T aſk you, if you were concern'd in writing this let- 
ter ?—You never told me a lye yet, and I expect the truth 
from you now. 

Rob. Pray, your Honour, don't aſk me. 

Free. Did you write it !—Anſwer me. 

Rob. I cannot deny it. 

Lovil, What induc'd you to it? 
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Fab. I will tell truth. I have ſeen ſuch waſte and extrava- 
gance, and riot and drunkenneſs, in your kitchen, Sir, that, 
as my maſter's friend, I could not help diſcovering it to-you. 

Lovel. Go on. 

Rob. I am ſorry to ſay it to your honour; but your ho- 
nour is not only impoſed on, but laught at by all your ſer- 
vants; eſpecially by Philip, who is a—very bad man. 

Lovel. Philip ? ungrateful dog — Well? 


Rob. I could not preſume to ſpeak to your honoury and 


therefore, I reſolv'd, though but a poor ſcribe, to write your 
honour a letter. 

Lovel. Robert, I am greatly indebted to you. Here 

8 [Offers moneys 

Rob. On any other account than this, I ſhould be proud 
to receive your honour's bounty ; but now I beg to be ex- 
CUS' Um —— [ Refuſes the moneys 

Level Thou haſt a noble heart, Robert, and I'll not for- 

et you. Freeman, he muſt be in the ſecret wait your mas 
er's orders 

Rob. I will, your honour, [Exit. 

Free. Well: fir, are you convinc'd now ? 

Lovel. Convinc'd? Yes; and I'll be among the ſcoundrels 
before night—you or Robert muſt contrive ſome way or other 
to get me introduc'd to Philip, as one of your cottager's boys 
out of Hex. | 

Free Ha, ha, ha! you'll make a fine figure. 

Lovel. They ſhall make a fine figure. It muſt be done 
this afternoon ; walk with me acroſs the Park, and I'll tell 
you the whole—my name ſhall be Femmy——and I am come 
to be a gentleman's ſervant—and will do my beſt, and hope 
to get a prod corackter. [ Mimickings 

Free. But what will you do if you find them raſcals ? 

Level. Diſcover myſelf, and blow them all to the devil. 
Come along 

Free, Ha, ha, ha' Bravo—— Termy—— Bravo, ha, 
ha 1 [ Exeunt, 


SCEN E, The Part, 


DuxeEe's Servant. 


What wretches are ordinary ſervants that go on in the 
ſame vulgar track ev'ry day! Eating, working, and ſleeping! 
hut we, who have the honour to ſerve the nobility, are 
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of another ſpecies. We are above the common forms, have 
ſervants to wait upon us, and are as lazy and luxurious as 
our maſters Ha! my dear Sir Harry. | 


(Enter Sir HARRY's Servant.) 


Ho have you done theſe thouſand years? 

Sir Har. My lord duke !— your grace's moſt obedient ſer- 
vant. | 

Duke. Well, baronet, and where have you been? 

Sir Har. At Newmarket, my lord—we have had dev'liſh 
fine ſport. | 
- Duke. And a good appearance, I hear——pox take it, I 
ſhould have been there; but our old dutcheſs died, and we 
were obliged to keep houſe, for the decency of the thing. 

Sir Har. I pick'd up ſiſtcen pieces. 

Duke. Pſha! a trifle! | 
Sir Har. The viſcount's people have been bloodily taken 
in this meeting. 

Duke. Credit me, baronet, they know nothing of the turf. 

Sir Har. I afſure yon, my lord, they loſt every match; 
for Crab was beat bollow, Careleſs threw his rider, and Miſs 
Slammertin had the diſtemper, 

Duke. Ha, ba, ha! I'm glad on't=—taſte this ſnuff, Sir 
Harry. [ Offors his box. 

Sir Har. Tis good rapee. 

Duke. Right Strasburgh, I aſſure you, and of my own im- 

ing. 
75 r. Aye! 
Duke, The city people adultcrate it ſo confoundedly, that 


I always import my own ſnuſf.-I wiſh my lord would do 
the ſame; but he is ſo indolent. When did you ſee the 
irls? I ſaw lady Bab this morning; but, fore gad, whether 
it he love or reading, ſhe look'd as pale as a penitent. 
Sir Har. I have juſt had this card from Lovel's people 
( Reads.) *©* Philip and Mrs. Kitty preſent their compliments 
to Sir Harry, and deſire the honour of his company this e- 
© vening, to be of a ſmart party, and eat a bit of ſupper.” 
Duke. I have the ſame invitation=—their maſter, it ſeems, 
is gone to his borough. 
Sir Har. You'll be with us, my lord ?—Philip's a blood. — 
Duke. A buck of the firſt head, I'Il tell you a ſecret, he's 
going to be married. 
Sir Har. To whom ? 
Duke. To Kitty, 
Sir Har. No 
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Duke. Yes be is; and 1 intend to cuckold him. 

Sir Har. Then we may depend upon your grace for cere 
tain, Ha, ha, ha! 

Duke. If our houſe breaks up in a tolerable time, I'll be 
with you Have you any thing for us ? 

Sir Har. Yes, a little bit of poctry I muſt be at the 
cocoa-tree myſelf till eight. 

Duke. heigh ho I am quite out of ſpirits I had a 
damn'd debauch laſt night, baronet. Lord Francis, Bob 
the biſhop, and 1, tipt off four bottles of Burgundy a- piece 
—Ha! there are two fine girls coming! Faith—lady 34 
aye, and lady Charlotte + Takes out his glaſs. 

Sir Har. We'll not join them. 

Duke. Oh, yes—Bab is a fine wench notwithſtanding her 
complexion ; tho' 1 ſhould be glad ſhe would keep her teeth 
cleaner——your Engliſh women are damn'd negligent about 
their teeth. How is your Charlotte in that particular ? 

Sir Har. My Chark:tte ! 

Duke. Aye, the world ſays you are to have her. 

Sir Har, I own I did keep her company; but we are off, 
my lord. 

Duke, How ſo? 

Sir Har. Between you and me ſhe has a plaguy thick pair 
of legs. 

Deke. Oh, damn it—that's in ſuſſerable. 

Sir Har. Beſides, he's a tool, and mits'd her opportuni- 
ty with the old counteſs. g 

Duke. I am atraid, haronet, you love money.—Rot it, I 
never fave a ſhilimg—indeed I am fure of a place in the ex- 
ciſe—Lady Charlotte is to be of the party to-night; how do 
you manage that ? 

Sir Har. Why, we do meet at a third place, are very cis 
vil, and look queer, and laugh, and abuſe one another, and 
all that. 

Duke. A-la-mode, ha Here they are. 

Sir Har. Let us retire. [They retire. 


Enter Lady Bay's Maid, and Lady CHaRrLgTT 2's Maid, 


Lady Bab. Oh! fie! lady Charlotte, you are quite indeli- 
cate! 1 am ſorry for your taſte ! 

Lady Char. Well, I ſay it again, I love Vaux-hall. 

Lady Bab. O my ſtars! why there is nobody there but 
filthy citizens, 

Lady Char. We were in hopes the raiſing the price would 
have kept them out, ha, ba, ha 
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| Lady Bab, Ha, ha, ha! Runelow for my money. 

Lady Char. Now you talk of Runelow, when did you ſee 
the culonel, lady Bab? 

Lady Bab. The colouel! I hate the fellow. He had the af- 
ſurance to talk of a creature in Ghxeſterſhire before my tace. 

Lady Char. He is a pretty man for all that—ſoldiers, you 
know, have their miſtreſſes every where. 

Lady Bab. I deſpiſe him how goes on your affair with 
the baronet ? 

Lady Char. The baronet is a ſtupid wretch, and I ſhall 
have nothing to ſay to him you are to be at Lovel's to- 
night, lady Bab? | 

Lady Bah. Unleſs I alter my mind—I don't admire viſiting 
theſe commoners, lady Charlotte. 

Lady Char. Oh, but Mrs Kitty has taſte. 

Lady Bab. She affects it. 

Lady Char. The duke is fond of her, and he has judgment. 

Lady Bab. The duke might ſhew his judgment much bet- 
ter. Holding up ber head. 
Lady Char. There he is, and the baronet too take no 
notice of them We'll rally them by-and-by. 

Lady Bab. Dull ſouls! let us ſet up a loud laugh, and leave 


* 


Lady Char. Ay;—let us be gone; for the common people 
do fo ſtare at us—we ſhall certainly be mobb'd. 
Both. Ha, ha, ha Ha, ha, ha! [ Exeunt, 


DUKE and Sir HARRY come forward. 


Duke. They certainly ſaw us, and are gone off laughing at 
us I mult follow 
Sir Har. No, no. 

Duke. I muſt, — I muſt have a party of raillery with them, 
a bon mot or ſo. Sir Harry, you'll excuſe me. Adicu, 
I'll be with you in the evening, if poſſible; though, hark 
ye ! there is a bill depending in our bouſe, which the mini- 
ſtry make a point of our attending; and fo you know, mum! 
we muſt mind the ſtops ot the great fiddle.—Adieu, (Exit. 

Sir Hor. What a coxcomb this is ! and the fellow can't 
read. It was but the other day that he was cow-boy iu the 
conntry, then was bound prentice to a perriwig-maker, got 
into my lord duke's family, and now ſets up for a fine gen- 
tleman. © tempora, O mores J 


Re- enter DUK E's Servant. 


Duke. Sir Harry, prithee what are we to do at Love's when 
we come there? 
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Sir Har. We ſhall have the fiddles, I ſuppoſe. 

Duke. The fiddles! I have done with dancing ever ſince 
the laſt fit of the gout. I'Il tell you what, my dear boy, I 
poſitively cannot * with them, unleſs we have a little 

| * {Makes a motion as if with the dice-box 

Sir Har. Fie, my lord duke. | 
Duke. Look ye, baronet, I infiſt on it—who the devil of 
any faſhion can poſſibly ſpend an evening without it? But 1 
ſhall loſe the girls.—How grave you look, ha, ha, ba 
Well, let there be fiddles. | 

Sir Har. But, my dear lord, I ſhall be quite miſerable 
without you. | & 

Dake. Well, I won't be particular, I'll do as the reſt do. 
we, ee gg: 4 . Exit, ſinging and dancing. 

Sir Har. ſolus. He had the aſſurance, laſt winter, to court 
a mercer's daughter in the city, with two thouſand pounds 
to her fortune, —and got me to write love-letters. He pre- 
tended to be an officer in a marching regiment; ſo wheedled 
the father into conſent, and would have carried the prize, 
but was 1 ry © ee mag by the waſher-woman who hap- 
pened to be his firſt couſin, - 


Enter PH1L1D. » 


Oh! Mr. Philip, your ſervant. 
+ Philip: You are weltome to England, Sir Harry, I hope you 
received the card, and will do us the honour of your compa» 
ny——my maſter is gone into Devonſhire——we'll have a 
roaring night. 

Sir Har. I'll certainly wait on you. 

Philip. The girls will be with us. 

Sir Har. Is this a wedding-ſupper, Philip ? 
Philip. What do you mean, Sir Harry ? 

Sir Har. he duke tells me ſo. 
' Philip. The duke's a fool. 

Sir Har Take care what you ſay; his grace is a bruiſer. 

Philip. I am a pupil of the ſame academy, and not afraid 
of him, I aſſure you: Sir Harry, we'll have a noble batch 
U have ſuch wine for you! ? 4. 

Sir Har. | am your man, | hil. | 

Philip. Fgad the cellar ſhall bleed: I Ihave ſome Burgundy 
that is fit for an emperor——my maſter would have given 
his ears for ſome of it t'other day, to treat my lord what d' 
ye-call-him with; but I told him it was all gone; ha! cha- 
rity begins at home, ha !—odſo, here is Mr. Freeman my ma- 
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ſter's intimate friend; he's a dry one. Don't let us be 
ſeen together—he'Il ſuſpect ſomething. 
Sir Har. I am gone. 


Philip. Away, away,—remember—B is the word. 
Sir Har. Right—long corks! ba, Phil | Mimicks the 
drawing of a corł. — Your's LExit. 
Philip. Now ſor a caſt of my office——A ſtarch >< 


ny phraſe, and as many lies as neceſſary. - Hem 
Enter F&aEEMAN. 


Free. oh! Phil how do you do, Philip „ö have 
loſt your maſter, I find. 
. Philip. It is a loſs indeed, ſir.— So good a gentleman !-—he 
muſt be rho got into Devonſtire by this time ſir, your 
ſervant. [ Going. 

Free. Why in ſuch a hurry, moo? 

Philip. 1 a leave the houſe as little as el. now his 
honour is away. 

Free. You are in the right, Philip. 

Philip. Servants at ſuch times are too apt to be negligent 
and extravagant, fir. 

Free. True; the maſter's abſence is the time to try a good 
ſervant in. 

Philip. It is ſo, fir; fir, your ſervant [ Going. 

Free. Oh! Mr. Philip—pray ſtay - you muſt do me a piece 
of ſervice. 

- Philip. You command me, fir [ Bows. 

Free. I look upon you, Philip, as one of the beſt behaved, 
moſt ſenſible, * [Philip ows.] raſcals in the world. 


[Afide. 

Philip. Your honour is « pleaſed to compliment. 

Free. There is a tenant of mine in £fſex, a very honeſt 
man——- Poor fellow, he has a great number of children; 
and they have ſent me one of em; a tall, gawky boy, to 
make a ſervant of; but my folks ſay, they can = nothing 
with him. 

Philip. Let me have him, fir, 

Free. In truth he is an unlick'd cub. | 

Philip. I will lick him into omething, I warrant you, fir, 
———- Now my maſter 1s abſent, 1 ſhall have a good deal of 
time upon my bands; and I hate to be idle, fir; in two 
months Pl engage to finiſh him. * M i 

Free. ] don't doubt it. [Af de. 
- Philip. Sir, Ihave twenty pupils in he pariſh of St. James's; 


* 
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and for a table. or a ſide- board, or behind an equipage, or 


in the delivery of a meſſage, or any thing 

Free. What have you for entrance? 

Philip. I always leave it to gentlemens generoſity. 

Free, Here is a guinea I beg he may be taken care of, 

Philip. That he ſhall, I promiſe you [ Aſide. ] Your honour 
knows me. 

Free. Thoroughly. [ Aſide. 

Philip. When can I ſee him, Sir ? 

Free. Now, directly call at my houſe and take him in 
your hand. 

Philip. Sir, J will be with you in a minute——T1 will but 
ſtep into the market, to let the tradeſmen know they muſt 
not truſt any of our ſervants, now they-are at board-wages 
humph! 

Free. How happy is Mr. Lovel in fo excellent a 2 

Exit. 

Philip. Ha, ha, ha! This is one of my maſter's prudent 

friends, who dines with him three times a-week, and thinks 


he is mighty generous in giving me five guineas at Chriſtmas 


Damn all ſuch ſacaking ſcoundrels, I ſay. [ Exit. 


SCENE, The ſervant's hall in Lover's houſe. 


R1iNGSTON and COACHMAN, drunk and ſleepy. Knocking af 


the duor, 


King. Somebody knocks ——Coachy, go—go to the door, 
Coach 
Coach, I'll not go do you go Mou black dog. 

King. Devil ſhall fetch me, if I go. i Knocking. 

Coach, Why then let 'em ſtay——— I'll not go—Damme 
—Aye, knock the door down, and let yourſelf iu. [ Kiki rg, 

King. Ay, ay; knock again knock again 

Coach. Maſter is gone into Devonſhire—$0 he can't be there 
—$0 I'll go to fleep ho 

King. So will [Fl go to ſleep too. 

Coach. You lye, devil—you ſhall not go to fleep till I am 
aſleep I am king of the kitchen. 

King No, you are not king; but when you are drunk, 
you are ſulky as a hell, Here is cooky coming she is ling 
and queen too. 


G mn. ads. — „. 
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ſter's in mate friend; he's a dry one. Don't let us be 
ſeen together —he 'I ſuſpeRt ſomething. 
Sir Har. I am gone. 


Philip. Away, away,—remember—B is the word. 
Sir Har. Right—long corks! ha, Phil [ Mimicks the 
drawing of a cerk.} Your's [Exit. 
Philip. Now ſor a caſt of my office——A ſtarch „ 


eng phraſe, and as many lies as neceſſary —Hem 


N Enter Fa tEEMAN. 


Free. Oh! Philip—bow, do you do, Philip nr have 
loſt your maſter, I find. 
. Philip. It is a loſs indeed, fir, —So good a gentleman !—he 
muſt be _ got into Devonſpire by this time ſir, your 
ſervant. L Going. 

Free. Why in ſuch a hurry, "uw 

Philip. 1 al leave the houſe as little as . pow his 
honour is away. 
Free. You are in the right, Philip. 
Philip. Servants at ſuch times are too apt to be negligent 
and extravagant, fir. 

Free. True; the maſter's abſence is the time to try a good 
ſervant in. 

Philip. It is ſo, ſir: fir, your ſervant [ Going, 

Free. Oh! Mr. Philip—pray ſtay you muſt do me a piece 
of ſervice. 

Philip. You command me, fir [ Bows. 

Free. I look upon you, Philip, as one of the beſt behaves, 
moſt ſenſible, — (Phibp 00Ws-] raſcals in the world. 

[Afide. 


Philip. Your honour is pleaſed to compliment. 

Free. There is a tenant of mine in Eſſex, a very honeſt 
man Poor fellow, he has a great number of children; 
and they have ſent me one of em; a tall, gawky boy, to 
make a ſervant of; but my folks ſay, they can an nothing 
with him; 

- Philip. Let me . him, ſtir. | 

Free. In truth he is an unlick'd cub. | | 

Philip. I will lick him into omething, I warrant you, ſir. 
——— Now my maſter is abſent, 1 ſhall have a good deal of 
time upon my hands; and I hate to be on, fir ; in two 
months Pl engage to fimiſh him „„ + 

Free. 1 don't doubt it. [4h de. 


- Philip. Sir, Ihave twenty pupils in he pariſh of St. James's; 


= 
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and for a table. or a ſide- board, or behind an equipage, or 
in the delivery of a meſſage, or any thing ; 

Free. What have you for entrance? 

Philip. I always leave it to gentlemens generoſity. 

Free, Here is a guinea 1 beg he may be taken care of, 

Philip. That he ſhall, I promiſe you [Aſfide.] Your honour 
knows me. 

Free. Thoroughly. Aſide. 

Philip. When can I ſee him, Sir? 

Free. Now, directly call at my houſe and take him in 
your hand. 

Philip. Sir, T will be with you in a minute——1 will but 
ſtep into the market, to let the tradeſmen know they muſt 
not truſt any of our ſervants, now they are at board-wages 
humph! 

Free. How happy is Mr. Lovel in fo excellent a 22 

Exit. 

Philip. Ha, ha, ha! This is one of my maſter's prudent 

friends, who dines with him three times a-week, and thinks 


4 


* he is mighty generous in giving me five guineas at Chriſtmas 


Damn all ſuch ſacaking ſcoundrels, I ſay. [Exit, 


SCE NE, The ſervant's hall in Lover's houſe, 


R1iNGSTON and COACHMAN, drunk and ſleepy. Knocking at 


1 c . 


King. Somebody knocks ——Coachy, go—go to the door, 
Coach 
Coach, I'll not o do you go———you black dog. 
King. Devil ſhall fetch me, if I go. Knocking. 
Coach, Why then let 'em ſtay— — I'll not co—Damme 
— Aye, knock the door down, and let yourſelf iu. [N g. 
King. Ay, ay ; knock again knock again 
Coach. Maſter is gone into Devonſhire So he can't be there 
—$0 I'll go to fleep "So 
King. So will I—F'll go to ſleep too. 
Coach You lye, devil—you ſhall not go to fleep till I am 
aſlecp I am king of the kitchen. 


King. No, you are not king; but when you are druvk, 
you are ſulky as a hell. Here is cooky coming—She is ling 
and queen too. 
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Enter Cook. 


Cook. Somebody has knock'd at the door twenty times, 
and nobody hears—— Why, Coachman—Kings ſton Ye 
drunken bears, why don't one of you go to the door ? 

Coach. You go, cook; you go 

Cook. Hang me, if Igo — 

King. Yes, yes, cooky go; Mollſy, Pol!ſy go. 

Cook. Out you black toad It is none of my buſineſs, 
and go Iwill not. [Sits down. 


Enter PHIL1P, with LOVEL diſguis'd. 


Philip. I might have ſtaid at the door all night, as the lit- 
tle man in the play ſays, if I had not had the key of the 
door in my pocket hat is come to you all? 

Cock. There is John Coaehman, and Kingſton, as drunk as 
two bears, 

Philip. Ah, ha! my lads, what, finiſh'd already? Theſe 
are the very beſt of ſervants Poor fellows, 1 ſuppoſe 
they have been drinking their maſter's yood journey 
ha, ha, ha! 

Lyvel. No doubt on't. [ Aſide. 

Philip. Yo ho! get to bed, you dogs, and flcep yourſelves 
ſober, that you may be able to get drunk again by-and-by 
—they are as faſt as a church—Femmy. 

Lovel. Anon? 

Philip. Do you love drinking ? 

Level. Yes,--lI loves ale. 

Philip, You ſee how we live, boy. 

Lovel. Yes, IT ſees how you live. 

Philip. Let the ſupper be elegant, cook. 

Cook. Who pays for it? 

Philip. My maſter, to be ure: who elſe? ha, ha, ha! he 
is rich enough, I hope, ha, ha, ha! 

Lovel. Humh. [Afide, 

Philip. Each of us muſt take a part, and ſink it in our next 
weekly bills; that is the way. 

Lovel. Soh! [Afide. 

Cook, Prithee Philip, what boy is this? 

Philip. A boy of Freeman's recommending. 

Lovel. Yes, I'm 'ſquire Freeman's boy, heh—— 

Cvok. Freeman is a ſtingy hound, and you may tell him I 
ſay ſo. He dines here three times a week, and I never ſaw 
the colour of his mouey yet. 


mes, 
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Livel, Ha, ha ha, that is good 


Freeman ſhall have 
. [ Aſide. 
Cook. I muſt ſtep to the tallow-chandler's, to difpoſe of 
ſome of my petquiſites; and then I'll ſet about ſupper, — 
Philip. Well 1aid, cook, that is right, the perquikte is the 
thiog, cook. 
Cock, Cloe, Cloe, where are you, Cloe 


Enter CLO E. 


it 


[ Calls, 


Cle. Yes, miſtreſs. 

Cock. Take that box and follow me. [LExi:. 

Cle. Yes, miſtreſs; | Takes the box.) Who is this? (ſee- 
ing Lovel.] Hee, hee, hee.——Oh—This is pretty boy 
Hee, hee, hec. Oh This is pretty red hair, hee, 
hee, hee, You ſhall be in love with me by-and-by— 
hee, hee. Exit. cucking Lovel under the chin. 

Lovel. Avery pretty amour. [Afide) Oh la! what a fine 
room is this—1s this the dining room, pray fir ? 

Philip No, our drinking room. 

Lovel. La! la! What a fine lady here is—this is madam, 
J ſuppoſe. 


Enter KITTY. 
Philip. Where have you been Kitty ? 


Kiity. I have been diſpoſing of ſome of his honour's ſhirts, 
and other linen, which it is a ſhame his honour ſhould wear 
any longer.—-Mother Barter is above, and waits to know 
it you have any commands for her. 

Philip. I ſhail ditpole of my wardrobe to-morrow. 

Kitty. Who have we here ? LLovel bows. 

Philip. A boy of Freeman's, a poor filly fool 

Lovel. Thank you. [ Afide, 

Philip. 1 intend the entertainment this evening as a com- 
pliment to you, Kit). 

Kitty. I am your humble, Mr. Philip. 

Philip. But I beg I may ſee none of your airs, or hear any 
of your French gibberiſh with the duke. 

Kitty. Don't be jealous, Phil. [ Fawningly. 

Philip. I intend, before our marriage, to ſettle ſomething 
handſome upon you, and with the five hundred pounds 
which I have already ſaved in this extravagant fcllows fa- 
mily— | | 

Level. A dog! {Afide] — 0 la, la, what, have you got 
ſive hundred pounds? 

Philip. Peace, blockhead 
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Kitty. T'll tell you what you ſhall do, Phil. 

Philip. Aye, what ſhall 1 do? 4 

Kitty. You ſhall ſet up a chocolate-houſe, my dear 

Philip. Yes, and be cuckolded [ Apart. 

Kitty. You know my education was a very genteel one— 
I was a halt-boarder at Chelſca, and I ſpeak French like a 
| 1 native Comment vous porter vous, monſieur. [ Aukwardly, 

Philip. Pſha ! Pſha! 

Kittz. One is nothing without French—1 ſhall ſhine in the 
bar—do you ſpcak French, boy? 

Lovel. Anon 

Kitty. Anon—O the fool! ha, ha, ha! — Come here, do, 
and let me uc mold you a httle—you muſt be a good boy, 
and wait upon the gentlefolks to-night. | She ſies and 1 

( 


1 is hair. 
1 Lovel. Yes, a'n't pleaſe you, I'll do my beſt. 

Kitty. His beſt ! O the natural !-——Thuis is a ſtrange head 
of hair of thine, boy=-lt is fo coarſe, and ſo carotty. 
bf Level. All my brothers and ſiſters be red in the pole. 
U Philip-Kitty. Ha, ha, ha! | [ Loud laugh, | 
1 Kitty. There now you are ſomething like Come, | 
Philip, give the boy a leſſon, and then I'll lecture him out of 
the Servant's guide. 

Philip. Come, fir, firſt, hold up your head—very wcell— i 
turn out your tocs, ery well—now call coach 

Lovel. What is call coach? 

Philip. Thus, fir: coach, coach, coach. [ Load, 

L-vel. Coach, coach, coach. [ Imitating. 

Phi». Admirable! the knave has a good ear—now, fir, 
| tell nic a lyc. 
'F Lovel. O la! I never told a lye in all my life. | 
[ Philip. Then it is high time you ſhould begin now; what 
is a ſervant good for that can't tell a lye? 
- Kitty. And ſtand in it—now I'll lecture him (Takes out a 
| beck) this is The ſervant's guide io wealth, by Timothy Shoul- 


dei kunt, formerly ſervaut to ſeveral noblemen, and now an officer 8 
in tio cnſtoms 5; neceſſary for all ſervants. | 
Fhilip. Mind, fr, what ex-ellent rules the book contains, 
and remember them well Come Kitty, begin 
Kitty (Reails ) Advice to the fretman 
©& Let it for ever be your plan 
| &© To he the maſter, not the man, 
| & And do as little as you can. 
Yes, I'll do nothing at all 2 


| Lovel. He, he, he! 
not J. : 
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Kitty. ** At market never think it ſtealing, 
© To keep with tradeſmen proper dealing; 
6% All ſtewards have a fellow-feeling. 

Philip. You will underſtand that better one day or other, 
boy. 

* Kitty To the Groom. 

% Never allow your maſter able 

To judge of matters in the ſtable: 
* Tf he ſhould roughly ſpeak his miad, 

Or to difmifs you ſeems inclin'd, : 

© Lame the beſt horſe, or break his wind. 

Livel. Oddines ! that's good—he, he, he! 

Kitty Ts ihe Coachman. 
«© If your good maſtcr on you doats, 
© Ne'er leave his houſe to ſerve a ſtranger, 
«© But pocket hay, and ſtraw, and oats. 
And let the horſes cat the manger. 

Lovel. Eat the manger! he, he, he! 

Kitty. I won't give you too much at a time kere boy, 
take the book, and read it every night and morning betore 
vou ſay your prayers. 

Philip. Ha, ha, ha'—very good, but now for your buſineſs. 

Kitty. Right Jil go and get one of the damaſk table- 
cloaths, and ſome napkins; and be ſure, Phil. your fide- 


buard is vcry ſmart. Exit. 
Philip. That it ſnall Come, Jemmy. [ Exit. 
Lovel. Soh'! Soh ! It works well. [ Exit. 


6 ö 


SCENE, The ſervants fall, with the ſupper and 
ſide- board ſet cut. 


PHILIr, KiTTY, and Lov EI. 


Kitty. W E LL, Phil. what think you ? Don't we 
look very imart ? Now let em come 
as ſoon as they will, we ſhall be ready for em. 
Puilip. Tis all very well; but 
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Kitty. But what? 

Phillip. Why, I with we could get that ſnarling cur, Tom, 
to make one. 

Kitty. What is the matter with him ? 

Philip. I don't know he is a queer ſon of a 

Kitty. Oh, I know him; he is one of your ſneaking half- 
bred fellows, that prefers his maſter's intercſt to his own. 

Philip. Here he is. 


(Enter Tom.) « 


and why won't you make one to-night, Tom?—Here's 
cook and coachman, and all of us. 
Tom. I tell you again I will not make one. 
Philip. We ſhall have ſomething that's good. 
Tom. And make your maſter pay for it. 
Philip. I warrant, now, you think yourſelf mighty honeſt 
—— a, ha, ha! 
Tom. A little honeſter than you, I hope, and not brag 
eicher. 
Kitty. Hark'e you, Mr. Honeſty, don't be ſaucy 
Lovel. This is worth liſtening to. [ Aſide. 
Tom. What, madam, you are afraid for your cully, are 
you. 
Kitty. Cully, ſirrah, cully! afraid, firrah ! afraid of what? 
[ Goes up to Tom. 
Philip. Aye, fir, afraid of what? [Goes up on the other ſide. 
vel. Aye, fir, afraid of what? [ Goes up too. 
Tom, I value none of you I know your tricks. 
Philip. What do you know, firrah; 
Kitty. Ay, what do you know, ſirrah! 
Lovel. Ay, fir, what do you know? 
Tom. I know that you are in fee with every tradeſman be- 
longing to the houſe And that you, Mr. Clodpole, are 


in a fair way to be hang'd. [ Strikes Lovel. 
Philip What do you ſtrike the boy for? 
Lovel. It is an honeſt blow. [Aſide. 


Tom. I'll ſtrike him again.———"Tis ſuch as you that bring 
a ſcandal upon vs all. 

Kitty. Come, none of your impudence, Tom. 

Tom. Egad, madam, the geatry may well complain, when 
they get {i ch ſervants as you in their houſcs.— There's your 
good friend, mother Barter, the old-cloaths woman, the 
greateſt thief in town, juſt now gone out with her apron full 
of his honour's linen. 


Kitty. Well, fir, and did you never——ha ? 


oneſt 


brag 


Aſide. 
/, are 
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ſervant in my houſe. 
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Tom. No, never: I have lived with his honour four years, 
and never took the value of that ¶ Suapping his fingers. 
His honour is a prince, gives noble wages, and keeps noble 
company, and yet you two are not contented, but cheat him 
wherever you can lay your fingers Shame on ou 
Lyvel. The fellow I thought a rogue, is the only honeſt 


Kitty. Out you mealy-mouth'd cur. 

Philip, Well, go tell bis honour, do——ha, ha, ha! 

Tom. I ſcorn that damn an informer !—but yet, I hope 
his honour will find you two out, one day or other—that's 
all — (Exit. 

Kitty. This fellow muſt be taken care of. 

Philip, I'll do his buſineſs for him, when his honour comes 
to town. 

Lovel. You lye, you ſcoundrel; you will. not. (Aſide. 
— 0 la! here is a fine gentleman. 


Enter DuK E's Servant. 


Duke. Ah! ma chere mademſeille! comment vous portez 
vous? a [ Salute. 

Kitty. Fort bien, je vous remercier, monſieur. 

Philip. Now we ſhall have nonſenſe by wholeſale. 

Duke. How do you do, Philip? 

Philip. Your grace's humble ſervant. 

Duke. But my dear K 

Philip. Jemmy. 

Lovel. Anon? 

Philip. Come along with me, and I will make you free of 
the cellar. 

Lovel. Yes—I will—but won't you aſk he to drink? 

Philip. No, n; he will have his ſhare by- and-by 
Come along. 

Level. Les. [Exeunt Philip and Lovel. 

Kitty. Indeed I thought your grace an age in coming. 

Duke. Upon honour, our houſe is but this moment up.— 
You have a damn'd vile collection of pictures I obſerve, a- 
bove ſtairs, Kitty. Your 'ſquire has no taſte, 


[ Talk apart, 


Kitty. No taſte! That's impoſſible, for he has laid out a 
vaſt deal of money. 

Duke. There is not an original picture in the whole collec 
tion—— Where could he pick em up? 

Kitty. He employs three or four men to buy for him, and 
he always pay tor originals. ö 

Dake. Donnez moi votre eau de luce - my head aches con- 


LAſide. 
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foundedly (She gives a ſmelling- bottle). Kitty, my dear, I 
hear you are going to be married. 

Kitty. Pardonnez moi, for that. 

Duke. If you get a boy, I'll be godfather, faith. — 

Kitty. How you rattle, duke! I am thinking, my lord, 
when I had the honour to ſee you firſt. l 

Duke. At the play, Mademſcille,—— 

Kitty. Your grace loves a play ? 

Duke. Not is a dull, old-faſhioned entertainment. 
I hate it. 

Kitty. Well, give me a good tragedy. 

Duke. It muſt not be a modern one then—You are deviliſh 
handſome, Kate—kiſs—( Offers to kiſs her. 


(Enter Sir HARRY's Servant.) 


Sir Har. Oh ho!—Are you thereabouts, my lord duke? 
That may do very well by-and-by—— However you will ne- 
ver find me behind-hand. (Offers to kiſs ber. 

Duke. Stand off, yon are a commoner—— Nothing under 
nobility approaches Kity. 

Sir Har. You are ſo deviliſh proud of your nobility—— 
Now, I think, we have more true nobility than you—Let 
me tell you, fir, a knight of the ſhire 

Duke. A knight of the ſhire! ha, ha, ha! a mighty ho- 
nour, truly, to repreſent all the fools in the county. 

Kitty. O lud! this is charming to fee two noblemen 
quarrel. : 

Sir Har. Why, any fool may be born to a title, but only 
a wiſe man can make himſelf honourable. 

Kitty. Well ſaid, Sir Harry, that is good morillity. 

Duke. I hope you make ſome difference between heredita- 
ry honours and the huzzas of a mob. 

Kitty. Very ſmart, my lord—now, Sir Harry 

Sir Har. Jf you make uſe of your hereditary honours to 
ſcreen you from debt 

Duke. Zounds! fir, what do you mean by that? 

Kitty. Hold, hold! I ſhall have ſome fine old noble blood 
ſpilt here——Ha' done, Sir Harry 

Sir Har. Not I— why he is always valuing himſelf upon 
his upper houſe. 


Duke» We have dignity. ( Slow. 
Sir Har. But what becomes of your dignity, if we retuſe 
the ſupplies ? (Quick, 


Kitty. Peace, peace——Here's lady Bab. 
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Euter Lady BA B's Servant in a Chair. 


Dear lady Bab—— 

Lady Bab. Mrs. Kitty, your ſervant—T was afraid of tak- 
ing cold, and ſo ordered the chair down ſtairs. Well, and 
how do you do?——My lord duke, your ſervant—and Sir 
Harry too —your's. 

Duke. Your ladyſhip's devoted 
* Lady Bab. I'm afraid I have treſpaſſed in point of time 
Locks on her watch. But I got into my fav'rite author. 


Duke. Yes, I found her ladyſhip at her ſtudies this morn · 


ing——Some wicked poem 
Lady Bab. Oh you wretch!—I never read but one book. 
Kitty. What is your ladyſhip fond of ?— 
Lady Bab Shikſpur, Did you never read S\ikſpur ? 
Kitty. Shikſpur ! Shikſpur !-— Who wrote it. No, I ne- 
ver read Shis/pur, 
Lady Bab Then you have a immenſe plcaſure to come. 
Kitty Well then, I'll read it over one afternoon or other. 
Here's lady Charlotte. 


Enter La CHARLOTTE's Maid in a chair.) 2 


—Dear lady Charlotte. 
Lady Char. Oh, Mrs. Kitty, I thought I never ſhould have 
reach'd your houſe Such a ſit of the cholie feiz'd me 
Oh, lady Bab, how long has your ladyſhip been here 
My chairmen were ſuch drones ———My lord duke! the 
pink of all good breeding. 


Duke. Oh Ma'am [ Bowing, 
Lady Char. And Sir Harry Your ſervant, Sir Harry. 
[ Formally. 


Sir Har. Madam, your ſervant—I am ſorry to hear your 
ladyſhip has been ill. 

Lady Char. You muſt give me leave to doubt the fincerity 
of that ſorrow, {ir Remember the Park 

Sir Har. The Park! I'll explain that affair, madam. 

Lady Char. 1 want none of your explanations, [ Scornfully. 

Sir Har. Dear lady Charlotte! 

Lady Char. No, fir; I have obſerv'd your coolneſs of late, 
and deſpiſe you A trumpery baronet ' 

Sir Har. I ſee how it is; nothing will ſatisfy you but no- 
bility That fly dog the marquiz—-— 
Lady Char. None of your reflections, fir—the marquis is a 
perſon of honour, and above enquiring after a lady's fortune, 
as you meanly did. 
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Sir Har. I—I— Madam? —T ſcorn ſuch a thing I affure 
you, madam, I never— that is to ſay—egad I am confound- 
ed My lord duke, what ſhall I ſay to her ?—pray help 
me Out—— - [Afide, 

Duke. Aſk her to ſhew her legs—Ha, ha, ha! [ Aſide. 


Enter PyrL1p and LovVELl, loaded with Bottles. 


Philip. Here my little peer——Here is wine that will en- 
noble your blood both your ladyſhips moſt humble ſervant. 

Lovel. ( Afetting to be drunk.) Both your ladyſhips moſt 
humble ſervant 

Kitty. Why, Philip, you have made the boy drunk. 

Philip ] have made him free of the cellar. Ha, ha, ha! 

Lovel. Yes, I am free I am very free. — 

Philip. He has had a ſmack of every ſort of wine, from 
humble port to imperial tokay. 

Level. Yes, I have been drinking Kotay 

Kitty. Go, get you ſome ſleep, child, that you may wait 
on his lordſhip by-and-by. 

Lovel. Thank you, madam— I will certainly wait on their 
lordſhips, and their ladyſhips too. [ Aſide and exit. 

Philip. Well, ladies, what ſay you to a dance, and then 
to ſupper? have you had your tea ! 

All, A dance, a dancc—no tea—no tea. 

Philip. Here, fidler (calls.) I have provided a very good 
hand, you ſee. 


5 (Enter FiDLER, with a wooden leg, ) 


Sir Har. Not ſo well legg'd, Mr. Philip. 

All. Ha, ha, ha! 

Duke. Ledrole!—Harkye, Mr. — which leg do you beat 
time with ? 

All. Ha, ha, ha! [ Loud laugh. 

Sir Har. What can you play, domaine ? 

Fidler. Any thing, an't pleaſe your honour, from a jig to 
a ſonata, 

Philip. Come here Where are all our people? { Enter 
Coachman, Cook, Kingſton, Cloe.] Ill couple you——My 
lord duke will take Kitty,—tady heb will do me the honour 
of her hand; Sir Harry and Lidy Charlott Coachman and 
Cook, and the two devils dance together Ha, ha, ha! 

Duke. With ſubmiſſion, the country dances by-and-by. 

Lady Char. Ay, ay; French dances before ſupper, and 
country dances after I beg the duke aud Mrs, Kitty may 
give us a minuet. 
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Duke. Dear lady Charlotte, confider my poor gout Sir 
Harry will oblige us. [Sir Harry bows. 

All. —Minvet, Sir Harry—minuet, Sir Harry 

Fidler. What minuet would your honours pleaſe to have ? 

Kitty. What minuet Let me ſce—Play Marfeal Thing- 
umbob's minuet. [A minuet by Sir Harry and Kitty, aukward 


and conceited. 
Lady Char. Mrs, Kitty dances ſweetly, 
Philip. And Sir Harry delightfully. 
Duke. Well enough for a commoner, 
Philip, Come now to ſupper A gentleman and a lady— 


here, fidler (gives moncy) wait without. 
Fidler. Yes, an't pleaſe your honour. [Exit with a tantard. 
[ They fit _ 

Philip. We will ſet the wine on the table—here is claret, 
burgundy, and champagne, and a bottle of tokay for the 
ladie There are tickets on every bottle If any gentle» 
man chuſes port— 

Duke, Port! — Tis only fit for a dram. 

Kitty. Lady Bab, what ſhall I fend you ?—Lady Char- 
lotte, pray be free the more free, the more welcome, as 
they ſay in my country.—— The gentlemen will be ſo good 
as to take care of themſclves, [4 Pauſe, 

Duke. Lady Charlotte, Hob or Nob!” 

Lady Char. Done—my lord—in burgundy, if you pleaſe. 

Duke. Here's your ſweetheart and mine, and the friends 
of the company. [They drink. A Pauſe. 

Philip. Come ladies and gentlemen, a bumper all round 
—] have a health for you“ Here is to the amendment of 
our maſters and miſtreſſes.*" 

All. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! [ Lord laugb. A Pauſe, 

Kitty. Ladies, pray what is your opinion of a ſingle gen- 
tleman's ſervice ? 

Lady. Do you mean an ald ſingle gentleman ? 

All. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 

Philip. My lord duke, your toaſt, 

Duke. Lady Bett 

Philip. Oh no—a health and a ſentiment. 

Duke. A health and a ſentiment ?!—-No, no, let us have 
a ſong——sSir Harry, your ſong. 

Sir Har, Would you have ir? Well then—Mrs. Kitty 
we muſt call upon you—— Will you honour my muſe 

All. A ſong, a ſong, ay, ay, Sir Harry's y Peres 
Harry's ſong 


Duke. A ſong to be ſure, but firſt, -preludo——( Kiſſes 


[ Loud laugh. 
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Kitty.) Pray gentlemen put it about. [& iſing round 
Tt Kingſton kifes Cloe heartily. 
Sir Har. Sce how the devils kiſs ! a 
Kitty. I am really hoarſe; but hem !] muſt clear up my 
pipes hem This is Sir Harry's ſong; being a new ſong, 
entitled and called, 


The Fellow ſervant, or all in a Livery. 
[ KiTTY Sings. ] 
I. 


Come here fellow ſervant, and liſten to me, 
Ihe you how thoſe of ſuperior degree 
Are only dependants, no better than we. 
Chorus, Both high and low in this do agree, 
Tis here fellow ſervant, 
And there fellow ſervant, 
And all in a livery. 


IT. : 
See yonder fine ſpark in embroidery dreſt, | 
Who bows to the great, and if they ſmile, is bleft ; 
What is he? I faith, but a ſervant at beſt. 
Cho. Both high, &c. 
III. 


Nature made all alike, no diſtinfion ſhe craves, 
So we laugh at the great world, it's fools and its knaves, 
For we are ſervants, but they are all ſlaves. 

Cho. Both high, &c. 


IV, 


The fat ſvining glutton looks up to the ſhelf, 
The wrinkled lean miſer bows down to hls pelf, 
And the curl pated beau is a ſlave to himſelf. 
Cho. Both high, &c. 
V. 
The gay ſparkling belle, who the whole town alarms, 
And with eyes, lips and neck, ſets the ſmarts all in arms, 
Is a vaſſal herſelf, a mere dradge to her charms. 
Cho. Both high, &c. 
VI. 
Then we'll drink like our betters, and lang b. ſing and love, 
Aud when ſick of one place, to another we'll move, 
For with little and great, the beſt joy is to rove. 
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Chorus. Both bigh and low in this do agree 
That 'tis here fellow ſervant, 
And there fellow ſervant, 
And all in a livery. 


Philip. How do you like it my lord duke ? 

Duke. It is a damn'd vile compoſition 

Philip. How ſo ? 

Duke. O very low! Very low indeed ! 

Sir Har. Can you make a better ? 

Duke. I hope ſo. 

Sir Har. That 1s very conceited. 

Duke. What is conceited, you ſcoundrel ? 

Sir Har. Scoundrel! You are a raſcal——T' pull you by 
the noſe | All riſe. 

Duke. Look ye, friend; don't give yourſelf airs, d 
make a diſturbance among the ladies If you are a gentle- 
man, name your weapons. 

Sir Har. Weapons! what you will- piſtols 

Duke. Done behind Montague houſe. 

Sir Har. Done with ſeconds. 

Duke. Done. 

Philip. Oh for ſhame, gentlemen My lord duke — 
Sir Harry, the ladies! fie! [ Duke and Sir Harry aſ ect to ſing. 


A Violent knocking. 


Philip. What the devil can that be, Kitty ? 
Kitty. Who can it 1 be? 
Philip. Kingſton, run up ſtairs and peep. [| Exit Kingſton, 


It ſounds like my maſter's rap——Pray heaven it is not he; 


Enter Kingſton] Well, King/ton, what is it! 

King. It is Maſter and Mr. Freeman I pcep'd thro? 
the key-hole, and faw them by the lamp light——%@n has 
juſt let them in 
8 _ The devil he has! What can have brought him 

ack : 

Kitty. No matter what Away with the things — 

Philip. Away with the wine—away with the piate-—Here 
Coachman, Cook, Cloe, Kingſton, bear a hand cut with 
the CO away. | They carry away the table, &c. 

Viſiters. What ſhall we do? What hall wc. (do? 

[ They all run about in confuſion. 

Kitty. Run up Rtairs, ladies. 

Philip. No, no, no.——He'!] ſee you then 

Sir Har. What the devil had [ to do licre! 

C 
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Duke. Pox take it, face it out. 

Sir Har. Oh no; theſe Weft-Tnlions are very fiery. 

Philip. I would not have him ſce any of you tor the world. 

Lovel without. Phil Where's Philip? 

Philip. Oh the devil! he's certainly coming down ſtairs— 
Sir Harry, run down into the cellar My lord duke get into 
the pantry Away, away. 

Kitty, No, no; do you put their ladyſhips into the pan- 
try, and Vil take his grace into the colc-hole. 

ers. Any where, any where Up the chimney if 
you witl, * f 

Philip. There — in with you. 

(They all go into the pantry, 


Lovel without. Philip———Philip, 
Tip. coming, fux—( Aloud. —Kitiy, have you never a 
good book to be reading of? 
Kity: Yes, licre is ane. 
Philip. Fgad, this is black Mynday with vs —ſit down— 
ſeem to read your book — Here he is, as drunk as a pipcr— 
| [ They fit down. 


Enter LovEL with Piſtals, afefting to be drunt, FREEMAN 
following. 


Lovel Philip, the fon of Alexander the Great, where are 
all my myrmidons ? What the devil makes you up fo 
carly this moruing ? 

Philip. He is very drunk indeed. Aſide, J-—— Mrs. Kitty 
and | bad got into a good book, your honour, 

Free. Ay, ay; they have been well employed, I dare ſay 
—ba, ha ha! 

Lovel. Come, fit down, Freeman, —lie you there. | Lays 
Lis piſtols down.) I come a little unexpectedly, perhaps, 
Philip. 5 

Philip. A good ſervant is never afraid of being caught, 


Lovel. I have ſome accounts that I muſt ſettle 

Philip. Accounts, Sir! to-night? | 

Lyvel. Yes, to-night—I find myſelf perfectly clear—you 
ſhall fee I'll fettle them in a twinkling. 

Philip. Your honour will go into the parlour ? 

Lovel. No, I'll ſettle em all herc. 

Kitty. Your honour muſt not fit here. 

Lomel, Why not? 

Kitty. You will certainly take cold, fir, the room has not 
been waſhed above au hour, 
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Lovel. What a curſed lye that is! [ Afide, 
Dube. Philip. Philip. Philip. ( Peeping outs 
Philip. Pox take you ! Hold your tongue. CAlide. 


Free. You have juſt nick d them in the very minute. 

C Aſide to Lovel. 
Mum C Aſide ts Freeman.) 
C Exit Philip.) lho' I 
Kitty, what have 


Lovel. I find I have 
Get ſome wine, Philip 
muſt eat ſomething before I drink 
you got in the pantry ? 

Kitty. In the pantry ? lard, your honour! We are at 
board-wages 

Free. 1 ceuld eat a morſel of cold meat. 

Level. Yeu ſhall have it Here—( Rijes.) Open the 
pantry door -l be about your board-wages ! I have 
treated you often, now you ſhall treat your maſter— 

Kitty. 1f 1 may be believed, fir, there is not a ſcrap of 
any thing in the world in the pantry. [ Oppoſing: him. 

Lovel. Well, then we muſt be contented, Freeman.—Lct 
vs have a cruſt of bread and a bottle of wine. 

[ Sits down again. 

Kitty. Sir, had not my maſter better go to bed ? 

(Makes ſia ns to Freeman that Lovel is drunk. 

Lovel. Bed! not l I'll fit here all night "Tis very 
pleaſant; and nothing like variety in life. 

Sir Har. {peefing.) Mrs Kitty, Mis. Kitty———— 

Kitiy. Peace, on your life, " [Afide. 

Lyvel. Kitty, what voice is that? 

Kitty. No-body's, fir ——Hem—- 


(FH1L1P brings wine. ) 
Lovel. Soh——Very well Now do you two march off 
March off, I ſay. 
Philip. We can't think of leaving your honour—for egad, 
if we do, we are undone. [ Aſide. 
Lovel. Begone My ſervice to you, Freeman,—this is 


Free. Excellent. [ Somebody in the pantry ſneezes. 

Kitty. We are undone; undone. (Aſide. 

Philip. Oh! That is the duke's damn'd rapee. (Aſide. 

Lovel. Didn't you hcar a noiſe, Charles? : 

Free. Somebody ſnecz'd, I thought. 

Lovel. Damn it! There are thieves in the houſe——1'll be 
among 'em [ Takes a piſtol. 

Kitty. Lack-a-day, ir, it was only the ca:. They ſome- 
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times ſneeze for all the world like a chriſtiau Here, Fack, 
Jack—He has got a cold, ſir, —-puſs, - puſs.— 
Lovel. A cold? then T'll cure him Here Fack, Jact.— 
puſs,—pnſs — 
Kitty. Your honour won't be ſo raſh——Pray your honour 
don't.— [ Oppoſing. 
Love!, Stand off—here Freeman—here's a barrel for buſi- 
neſs, with a brace of ſlugs, and well prim'd, as you ſee-— 
Freeman I' hold you five to four—nay, I'll hold you two 
to one, I hit the cat through the key-hole of that pantry-door. 
Free Try, try, but I think it impoſbble 
Lovel. I am a damn'd good markſman. (Cicts the piſtol 
and points it at the pantry door.) Now for it! (A violent 
ſorick, ard all is diſcovered.)—— Who the devil are all theſe ? 
Onz,—two,—three,—four— 
Philip. They are particular friends of mine, fir; ſervants 
to ſome noblemen in the neighbourhood. | 
L2vel. I told you there were thieves in the houſe, 
Free. Ha, ha, ha! 
Phi/ip. I aſſure your honour they have been entertained at 
Our own expence, upon my word, 
Kitty. Yes, indeed, your honour, if it was the laſt word 1 
had to ſpeak.— 
Lovel. Take up that bottle [Philip takes vp a bottle with 
a ticket t it, and is going off. Bring it back—do you uſually 
entertain your company with Tokay, monſieur ? 
Philip. I, ſir, treat with wine 
Lovel. O yes, from humble port to imperial Tokay too. Yes, T 
loves Kotay. (Mimicking himſelf. 
Philip. How !—FJemmy, my maſter ! 
Kitty. Jemmy! the devil! 
Philip. Your honour is at preſent in liquor but in the 
morning, when your honour 1s recovered, I will ſet all to 


rights again.—— 


LoveEL, (Changing his countenance, and turning his wig.) 


We'll ſet all to rights now—there, I amWYober, at your 
ſervice—what have you to ſay, Philip? (Philip tarts.) You 
may well ſtart—go, get out of my fight. 

Duke. Sir have not the honour to be known to you, 
but I have the honour to ſerve his grace the duke of 

Lovel. And the impudence familiarly to aſſume his title— 
your grace will give me leave to tell you, © that is the door.“ 
And if you ever enter there again, I aſſure you, my lord 
duke, I will break every bone in your grace's ikin—begon e 
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l beg their ladyſhip's pardon, perhaps they cannot go 
without chairs — Ha, ha, ha! 
Free. Ha, ha, ha! [Sir Harry ſteals off. 
Duke. Low-bred fellows! [ Exit. 
Lady Char. T-thought how this viſit would turn out. { Ext. 
Lady Bab. They are downright bottenpotrs: 


our bread. 

Lovel. ** Five hundred pounds will ſet you up in a cho- 
„ colate honſe—you'll ſhine in the bar, madam” I have 
been an eye-witneſs of your roguery, extravagance, and in- 
gratitude, 

Philip and Kitty. Oh, fir Good ſir! 

Lovel. You, madam, may ſtay here till to-morrow morn» 
ing—and there, madam, is the book you lent me, which I 
beg you'll read © night aud morning before you ſay your 
“ prayers.” 

Kitty. T am ruin'd and undone (Exit, 

Lovel But you, far, for your villainy, and (what I hate 
worſe) your hypocriſy, ſhall not ſtay a minute longer in this 
houſe; and here comes an honeſt man to ſhew you the way 
out—your keys, fir. (Philip gives the keys. 


Euter Tou. 


Tom, I reſpect and value you—you are an honeſt ſervant, 
and ſhall never want encouragement—be ſo good, Tom, as 
to ſee that gentleman out of my houſe (Points to Philip 
and then take charge of the cellar and plate. 

Tom. I thank your honour ; but I would not riſe on the 
ruin of a fellow-ſcrvant. 

Lovel. No remonſtrances, Tom ; it ſhall be as I ſay.— 

Philip. What a curſed fool have I been? (Exeunt ſervants. 

Lovel. Well, Charles, I muſt thank you for my frolick— 
Have I done right? 

Free. Entirely—no judge could have determin'd better 
as you puniſh'd the bad, it was but juſtice to reward the 

ood.— 

Lovel. A faithful ſervant is a worthy character. 

Free. And can never receive tov much encouragement. 

Lovel. Right. 

Free. You have made Tom very happy 

Level. And I intend to make your Robert ſo too Every 
honeſt ſervant ſhould be made happy. 

Free. But what an inſufferable piece of aſſurance is it in 


| | 
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{ Exit. { 
Philip and Kitty. I hope your honour will not take away * 
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| ſome of theſe fellows to affect and imitate their maſter's 
| manners ? 

Lovel. What manners muſt thoſe be, which they can i- 
mitate ? ; 

Free. True. 

Lovel. Tf perſons of rank would act up to their ſtandard, 
it would be impoſſible that their ſervants could ape them 
but when they affect every thing that is ridiculous, it will be 
in the power of any low creature to follow their example. 


THE EN p. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE Author of this piece, who is neither 

Mr. GARRICK nor Mr. NEWBERRY, begs 
leave to obſerve, that the large body of men, who 
have been offended at the performance, are by no 
means the principal perſons cenſured in it. They 
are made the inſtruments of conveying the fatire, 
and therefore it is not unnatural for them to mi- 
ſtake the object of it. Proper juſtice has been done 
to their real merit, by the ſame author, in an apo. 
logy tor them, publiſhed in a ſix-penny pamphlet, 
printed for Mr. NEwB=zRRY, under the name of 
OL1vER GREY ; where their cauſe is vindicated, 
and the charaQter of thoſe perſons ſet forth, who, 
tho' placed in a ſuperior ſtation of life, by acting 
improperly in it, afford much juſter matter for 
cenſure and ridicule. 


